*    The Visit   *

as I tread the mud. I could not look for a like result if I
left it to others/

'But your household does the reaping, I sup-
pose?'

'That is less important. Yes, they reap, those of them
you have not enticed to the capital with your offers of
position.'

'My brothers and sisters and that herd of cousins,
they expected me to do something for them/

'I know, I know; you did well. I am not lonely; I was
always a solitary/

That was very true. Not her most cunning offers had
induced him to live at court. She often wondered why.
Was it that he would never accept anything from a child
of his, could not imagine himself his children's debtor?
Was it that he valued freedom beyond wealth and
ease? Or did farming seem to him more important than
society? Perhaps there was something of all three in his
attitude. But more especially he was a man of the ima-
gination. What interfered with his dreams palled with
him soon.

"Have you still the field', she asked, 'where the hama-
dryad came that day when I was a child?'
'Indeed, yes! It is my best field/
'That was a strange episode. Tell me again, what ex-
actly did the man you consulted afterwards say about
it?'

'That you would be great/

'He gave no details, said nothing about an eventual
fall from greatness?*

Her father looked at her thoughtfully and told her
no.
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